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beauty that increases by being looked at! \Ve are all alike. \Ve have
to suffer pain and misery, although we belong to the Sun-race. \Ve
have to suffer, just the same as other human beings. We reap as we
sow. . . . We have no food or shelter now, but we have to be content
and wait for better fortune.

PRINCESS. My lord, is not Fate hard on us? We are all by our-
selves in the forest, and there is none to cheer or help us. Look at
vourself, look at me. We are tired and wrorn out and dirty. Look at
our clothes. They are soiled and torn. Look at your head-dress, look
at my breast-cloth. Your playmate of the palace is dizzy and dirty.
She no longer looks like a human being. Our stars are ugly, the
death-gate opens wide for us. I hate our royal father, I hate him.
Oh, I loathe him. I cannot restrain myself, lord, I want to cry and cry.

PADUMA. My only friend in the world, my beauty that no sculptor
can copy, my love from whom comes the scent of the sweetest-
smelling flowers. Do not lose heart. If you are badly dressed in
palace-clothes, I will make you well-dressed in the clothes of the
forest, in gay flowers and green leaves. Try to wait in patience for
better days that will surely come. At the foot of that hill grow
flowers and fruit trees. I will now go and get red and yellow and
white fruits, whose sweet smell alone is lovely enough to attract the
gatherer. You are only hungry, and I will hasten to fetch those fruits.

[Exeunt.]

SCENE 4

THE SAME

Enter PRINCESS, carrying the man.

PRINCESS. With the legs and arms cut off, with the body made
beautiful by being turned into a stump, beautiful as a cockroach,
short and sweet, whose beauty seems to increase with every look,
my lord and lover Stumpy, whom I carry on my back! My luck
must be really good to meet such a charming and respectable person
as you. Do not hate me, lord, do not be cruel to this body as lovely
as a jasmine-bud. I long for you every moment, and I desire to
love you as my husband. My lord Stumpy, with the body of gold, I
have serious intentions ; love, and please accept my proposal.

STUMPY. My goddess-mistress, whose behaviour shows only
virtue, who bathes in the flower-scented waters of beauty! Spare me,
this suffering slave. Our fortunes can never join, we can never love.